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catch cold, and insisted on my getting back into bed before he would expose his plan of campaign."
Half an hour passed and the key to British victory was placed in Sir Frank's hands, with an earnest request that it might be instantly dispatched to London.
Then His Majesty prepared to leave. As he turned towards the door Sir Frank sprang out of bed and again possessed himself of his slippers. Standing in his pyjamas, he bowed as the Emperor passed out, but was still further discomfited to see through the open doorway a magnificent Garde du Corps ofiicer in uniform, who had been waiting for his master outside.
Pointing to Sir Frank in his undiplomatic attire, the Emperor called out, " Hier ist eine Erscheinung" ("Here's a vision!"), and shaking hands with the Ambassador he ran down the stairs and out of the house, laughing heartily.
At last came the finale to our Berlin chapter. A stroke of luck in a double sense closed our career in that town.
One morning, Walter received a telegram from the Foreign Office, saying that there was a vacancy at the Embassy in Rome, which he could fill if he cared to leave Berlin.
After our Boer War experiences there we should not have regretted our transfer, especially to Rome, which we much wished to see. But, alas! such had been the demands made upon the Privy Purse by our stay in the German capital that not a farthing of ready cash was left in the till. To settle up accounts in Berlin, transport our household to Rome, and furnish a new home there, meant an expenditure of hundredsBERLIN                             67
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